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They turned over the bridge, drove as if driving to the
Palace.

The old gentleman was as rigid as ever, as inscrutable of
face. He grasped his State-Marshal's staff with unfidgeting
fingers. He had never been one to take heed of warnings. In
younger days, when life was sweet, he had risked it again and
again, ignoring the advice of more prudent men. It was
strange that they were for the most part dead, while he, to
whom life meant nothing now, had survived a hundred
rashnesses. But the world was a strange place, defeating
speculation and contradicting every theory whereby man hoped
to explain its mysteries. In the end there was nothing one
could do, except fulfil one's duty. It was good to have duties,
even trivial duties, to fill the emptiness of life. It was good to
fulfil them punctiliously, in spite of warnings, attending the
State funeral of a man who had meant nothing, a man towards
whom one had felt neither ill nor well. But, unreasonable as
life itself, the old gentleman could not help hoping (in case
there were some grain of truth in repeated messages) that his
sister and his intending bride had found a way to leave an
ungrateful and possibly riotous city.

They passed beneath the Palace. They had traversed the
route along which King Gustav had been borne, in torchlit
masquerade, to the threshold he would never cross again. It
was no good thinking of King Gustav; he had lived his life so
variously and so ambiguously that thought was baffled. The
judgment on it was not one that Man could give. Circumstance
had passed one strange judgment, moulding from the wreckage
the fate of his son and successor. That same palace they were
now passing had seen Gustav IV, after countless follies, carried
kicking and struggling out, like the obstinate child he was, by a
couple of exasperated generals. Soldiers have little patience
with would-be heroes, would-be rivals of Napoleon, who cannot
win the smallest skirmish. Nor had Sweden regretted the
undignified exit of a King for whose actions there never
seemed to be any good reason, a King who had lost them
Finland and made them the laughing-stock of Europe.

The Palace was silent and .deserted now. Duke Carl, King